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| remember how it all started. Don't you? We'd only been "officially" Guns n Roses for about three weeks. We'd 
played some shows, we were getting kind of a name for ourselves or whatever. We were going through coke 
and women like they were toilet paper and drinking fuckin’ whiskey for breakfast. You pulled me into the van 
one night while the rest of the guys went with some girls. You were rambling about the other bands, shoving 
the bottle of Jim Beam into my hands and falling over me. And | was too captivated to do anything. 


The next thing | knew, my fly was undone, and you were playfully squeezing my cock. | flushed and tried to 
scoot away, but you threw one leather-clad leq over me and grinned like a fucking Cheshire cat, pinning me 
against the wall van. | was so drunk, so overwhelmed, and so entirely captivated. | went hard in your hand as 
you leaned in and kissed me fleetingly. And then you were running your tongue down the length of my cock, 
grinning as | immediately went hard and moaned. You started slow, sucking the head, then moving down lower 


each time your head went down, until | could take no more and came hard, you moaning as | did so. 


| remember how after that night, you started opening up to me, confiding in me, talking out your issues. With 
each passing day | found myself growing to like you more and more. It was such schoolgirl shit. My whole day 


started revolving around you, your phone calls, band practices, the time after band practice when we'd share 


some coke and some whiskey and we'd fuck on your couch. 


| already loved you when you started dating Erin | was devastated by it, but | did my Slash thing and just kept 
quiet. Things started changing. You were so much more irritable, so much more horrible to me and her and 
the rest of the band. Some nights, you'd call me asking if I'd seen her, saying she "went for a walk" because 
you were fighting. And I'd say no, | hadn't, and she'd be sitting on the couch holding ice to her split and swollen 
lip. So I'd go over there to console you because you felt so horrible about it, and once again we'd end up in bed. 


You'd start crying and I'd just hold you, naked, until you fell asleep. 

When she left you, you took all your anger and hatred out on me. | took all the hurtful words, the insults, and 
the punches and just froze up inside. | was convinced at this point that you did love me, even though you had 
never said it. Anything to justify why all this shit was happening. Then things in the band got worse; you kicked 
Steven out, Izzy left because of you, we had so many people in the band that it was like a goddamned circus 
backstage. | started seeing you less and less, and when we would be together, you'd bust your load and then 
withdraw from the world. By the time you were with Stephanie, | didn't even know you anymore. Turns out she 
didn't either. She left after only two years, and yet | somehow still hung on 

Until now. 

And now you're standing here in front of me, tears running down your face, your knuckles smeared with blood 
and tiny metallic flecks of mirror but you're clutching a bottle of some expensive brandy | can't even 
pronounce. And finally, you speak. 

"Why are you leaving me?" 

"I'm through being fucking used, that's why." The half-empty bottle flies past my head and shatters against 
the wall behind me. You scream, and it's so primal, so animalistic. | shiver inadvertently. And then you drop to 
your knees, sobbing, wiping at your face with your bloodied hands. But I'm not fucking buying it this time. 

‘lm sorry," you choke, staring up at me from the ground, pleading with tearstained emerald eyes. 

| turn. 

"Slash." 

| pull open the door. 


"| love you... 


And | walk away from you for the last time. 


